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Yama, who rules the Dead. But when he made his
sacrifice the gods took no notice, and would not
deliver Trisanku from the body which he loathed.
Thereupon Visvamitra resolved to do so himself, and
in a loud voice commanded his friend to mount up
to heaven with the body for which he had so great
an affection.

At once Trisanku began ta rise through the air,
but when his head reached the sky the king of the
gods hurled him down again, and he fell headlong.
As he hung in mid-air, Visvamitra cried out, " Stop ! "
and he stopped, unable to rise or fall, and naturally
filled full of the most complete terror. His royal
friend was now so much puffed up with his own
power that he began to mock at the gods, but his
anger did not bring punishment upon him because
he had won such respect by his hard life in the
forest; and it was amicably arranged that the least
troublesome plan would be to leave Trisanku among
the stars, half-way between heaven and earth, where
he soon came to be regarded as a constellation.

Again Visvamitra went on with his hard life,
making himself suffer so cruelly that even the gods
grew sorry for him and met together to consult how
they could best persuade him to relax his severities
and take some pleasure in life. " Let me try," said a
beautiful goddess named Menaka, with a laugh like a
refreshing shower in summer; and it was agreed that